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Historically, Raleigh probably never set eyes on Pocahontas, the 
Indian princess... but it seems fitting to show the Hew World offer- 


ing the Old World its most gratifying of botanical achievements. 
For after this pretty exchange, certainly the rest is history 


ALEIGH was the name of a gentleman. 


adventurer.c*<,>He made tobacco popular. 
Raleigh is now the name of a new 


- +» a boldly original 
and an altogether perfect cigarette . 


It is blended PUFF-by-PUFF_=>® |, 


BROWN ad WILLIAMSON TOBACCO CORPORATION 


Louiwille, Kentucky 
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e may now be purchased under 


A BONDED GUARANTEE 


against road hazards including accident, blowouts, cuts, 
bruises, tread wear, faulty brakes, wheel misalignment, etc. 
for: 18 MONTHS 
12 MONTHS 
6 MONTHS 


According to class of service and type of tire. 














NO REPAIRS —a concise Performance Guarantee that re- 
places with a new tire on a proportionate basis. 


After 14 years of quality leadership, the Norwalk Com- 
pany offers this broad, definite guarantee which is, in itself, 
THE NORWALK _ the best proof of the Company’s confidence in its product. 


y \ 
| / / St / :' / NORWALK TIRE & RUBBER COMPANY, Inc. 
| Norwalk, Conn. 


_ New—and RUBBER LINED! The 
season’s sensation in motordom. Be 
sure you ask to see this de luxe tire 

\ with the red rubber lining. 


iG Cis 
NOR WALK 
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Ready 


“You're welcome. And it’s the 
finest water in the world. I've 
been drinking it for 50 years.” 


LEAR, cold water from an old-fashioned 

well looks mighty tempting on a hot day. 

One might naturally think that if the owner 

of the well drinks the water it must be pure. But 

the fact that he has drunk the water without ap- 

parent harm does not prove that the water is pure. 

Science has discovered that a few individuals have 

been able to drink water more or less polluted with 

typhoid germs without contracting typhoid fever. 

But it is never safe for anyone to take immunity 
for granted. 


Typhoid fever is a filth disease. It usually kills one 
out of every ten persons who have it. Until 


ora Drink? 


Why risk typhoid fever 
when it can be prevented? 


The story of inoculation which frevents typhoid 
fever is a brilliant page in the history of the many 
triumphs of science over disease. 


During the Spanish-American War 281,000 0f our men 
went intoservice. One out of every twelvecontracted ty- 
phoid. In the World War there were 4,000,000 Amer- 
ican soldiers, nearly all inoculated arainst typhoid. 
Although many of them were sent to typhoid-in- 
fected areas, only one out of every 3,700 had typhoid. 


While typhoid fever frequently comes from drink- 


authorities —— for the purity of drink- 


milk and various other contaminated foods, and 
towns learned how to guard against typhoid, 


at ing polluted water, it also comes from infected 
ing water, milk and other foods in cities and PS 

from unsuspected “typhoid-carriers”"—a few 
outbreaks of this disease scourged the country , 


“4 individuals who have recovered from the dis- 
year after year. --34 ease but who continue to carry the germs. 
When typhoid-carriers are employed as helpers 
in households, hotels or restaurants there is 
great danger that thcy will cause infection 
among those they serve. 


There were no great typhoid scourges last 
year in the United States, yet approximately 
65,000 persons were stricken needlessly with 
typhoid fever and 6,500 died. 


Those who recover from typhoid fever are left 
in such physical condition that for about three 
years dened the deathrate of such persons 
is twice the normal rate for the same ages. 


Wherever cities protect their supply of drinking « 
water from sewage or purify their water bychlorina- . 
tion the deathrate from typhoid drops. A marked ~ 
reduction also takes place in communities where 

milk and food supplies are carefully protectedand 42 
food handlers thoroughly inspected. But until this - 
protection is general in cities, towns and villages 


and in country districts as well, typhoid inocula- “Sites 


tion is vitally necessary. 


Inoculations against typhoid fever are simple 
and leave no scar. They protect from two to 
five years. Why take chances? Be prepared for 
your motor, camping and hiking trips this year. 
Go to your doctor for the protection he can give. 


Inoculation against typhoid is not the same as 
inoculation which prevents diphtheria or vaccina- 

sai. tionagainstsmallpox. Allthreeare necessary health 
, protections at home and especially when traveling. 
+t- The Metropolitan will be glad to mail, without 
‘cost, its booklet, “The Conquest of Typhoid Fever,” 
to anyone who requests it. Address Booklet De- 
partment, 69-F, Metropolitan Life Insurance 
Company, New York. 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY~NEW YORK 
Biggest in the World, More Assets, More Policyholders, More Insurance in force, More new Insurance each year 
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“Officer, that man is following me!” 
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Life 


Can you think of a Title 


for this Picture? 


lst Prize $500 
2nd Prize $250 
3rd Prize $100 
4th to 9th Prizes 


Lire's Title Contest 


Ooh, see the pretty picture! It is 
a boy and girl in an aeroplane. The 
aeroplane is very high up in the air. 
What is the girl doing? She is an 
aviatrix and is piloting the plane. Is 
she not blasé about it? What is the 
boy doing? He is very very scared and 
can you blame him? What would be 
a nice title for the picture? Can you 
think of a very clever one? Why, of 
course you can! And look at all the 
money you will have if you win a 
prize! 


CONDITIONS 


Lire will pay $1000 in prizes for the 
best titles for the above picture. By 
“best” is meant the cleverest and short- 
est. The Editors of Lire will be the 
judges. 

Titles may be original or quotations 
from well known authors. They must 


“What is your name?” 


not exceed twenty words. Contestants 
may submit as many titles as they 
wish, but none will be returned. 

The contest is now open to every- 
body and will close midnight July 31. 

Should two or more persons submit 
the same winning title, each one wil! 
be awarded the full amount of the 
prize tied for. 

The final award will be announced 
as early as possible after the close of 
the contest and checks will be sent 
simultaneously with the announcement 
of the awards. 

Address all titles to Lire’s Title Con 
test, 598 Madison Ave., New York, 
N. Y. 

CONTEST CLOSES JULY 31. 


The informative double has added 
itself to the eternal triangle as the 
cause of family trouble. 


Until “easy payments” came along, 
the four-card flush was the hardest 
known thing to complete. 


Voice Over Prone: Gimme the 
proprietor, please. 

Sopa Jerker—( Absenily): On white 
bread or rye? 


“Mah name’s Sue, an’ dat name am gwine to be mighty propriate!” 





Jumping at Conclusions 


Note—When reading a story that 
breaks over to another page, include 
the “continued” line with the last line 
and see what you get! 


“Ah,” he continued on page 171. 
—American. 


Suddenly I slipped right through, 
continued on page 24. —Liberty. 


Mabel had come as a Colonial dame 
after all. She continued on pace 61. 
—Collier’s. 


Experience is necessary. A good 
home background is continued on 
page 67. —Collier’s. 


“That was a sheer fluke,” Dutley ad- 
mitted, sitting on the arm of his chair 
and continued on page 72. 

—Saturday Evening Post. 


“I am going with you and he is not 
continued on page 104. 
—American. 


Jump at one yourself. Lire will 
pay five dollars for each one printed. 
First come first served! Send them to 
the Conclusion Editor, Life, 598 Madi- 
son Ave., New York. Conclusions 
must be clipped from newspapers or 
magazines. 





“After you, dad!” 


The statistician who claims that the 
‘ automobile industry has not yet reached 
Rs the saturation point ought to ride in a 
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if rumble seat during a rain. 


Mortner: Will you please keep 
quiet, son? My head is just about to 
split! 

Smatt Boy: If I keep quiet can | 
see it split? 


“Now there’s what I call a fine ser 
vant.” 

“Yes, he’s been in our family for 
hours.” 
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To be poor is no disgrace—provided 
no one knows it. 


“Hello Sucker!” 
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“What a silly place to have afruit-stand, anyway!” 














Mr. Yegge’s Letter 
by 


Henry von Rhau 


R. YEGGE was jubilant. 
He was going abroad! 
Flaming youth be damned! 


Have you ever seen home-folks on a 
holiday? You've got to be a widower 
and fifty-odd really to gambol. 

Mr. Yegge was a simple citizen from 
the interior experiencing all the bridal 
flutterings of embarking on a maiden 
voyage. Experiencing all the trepida- 
tion of penetrating foreign lands, with 
no language to depend on but Ameri- 
can. He was a business man, not a 
linguist. His French was not even of 
the hash-house variety; it was strictly 
limited to the helpful phrase “Polley 
voo Fronces.” 

Feeling, that perhaps this might be 
inadequate, Mr. Yegge had, with some 
regrets and many misgivings called 
upon his sophisticated son-in-law for 
council and aid. Not much love was 
lost in this father and son combina- 
tion. Upon the marriage of his 
daughter to young Fordyce, Mr. Yegge 
refused a dowry, but had offered the 
groom a job. Mr. Fordyce, having 
neither future nor trade had philo- 
sophically accepted a post in the 
leather industry. To his posi- 
tion he brought an incur- 
able dislike for work 
and a fund of 
humor. His ad- 
vice on travel 
to Mr. Yegge 
was admirable. 

“Take Grace 
and me along. 
I'll act as in- 
terpreter, and 
while Grace 
gets clothes in 
Paris, you and 
I can step out. 
I need a vaca- 
tion too. What 
do you say, pop!” 
Mr. Yegge was 
adamant. “It’s my 
first vacation in twenty 
years. I’m goin’ alone. 
You stay here and saw wood.” 


At the police station he was 


Life 


Short Stories of Life 


Mr. Fordyce sighed. He was licked. 
Outwardly he accepted defeat grace- 
fully. 

“All right, pop,” he said, somewhat 
grimly. “Let me give you a letter to 
help you out.” 

Mr. Fordyce scribbled a note in 
French and handed it to Mr. Yegge, 
to whom it was so much Greek. 

“This, Pop,” he said, “will see you 
through anything.” 

Was there a twinkle in Mr. Fordyce’s 
eye? 

The first night out Mr. Yegge was 
playing poker. Mellowed by “real 
stuff” he confessed he had the in- 
side track to Paris. He pro- 
duced the letter, the other 
players spelled through 
the French and when 
the full portent of the 
message reached them, 
uttered exclamations 
of disgust and dismay, 
and hastily left the as- 
tonished traveller. 

Mr. Yegge frowned 
in bewilderment, then 
laughed a spicy bit. 

















tie 









roundly abused. 








“Damn _ hypocrites,” 
He had another drink, 

For the rest of the voyage he was 
shunned, men cut him, women looked 
away, children whispered and tittered. 
He sulkily withdrew in a shell, con- 
fiding in no one. 

The trip over, he rushed upon Paris 
like a boy upon a playground. Check- 
ing his baggage at an American fam- 
ily hotel, he started out on his first 
night in Paris. 


he growled. 


“Now for the real 
thing,” he chuck- 


He showed the 
clerk his precious 
note. The clerk 
read through it, 
gasped, rang a bell, 
a boy appeared. 

“Get this gentle- 
man’s bag gage,” 
called the clerk. 
“He’s checking out. 
There. is no bill.” 

That night he 
checked in and out 
of three hotels by 
the same routine. 

Next day, the 
persistent Mr. 
Yegge presented a 
courtesy card and 
his letter at the 
Commercial Club. 
The clerk read the 

letter, glared at 
































Mr. Yegge. 
“You'll not be 
wanted here, 
sir,” he said. 
He tore up 
the courtesy card 
and distainfully 
turned his back. 
In a daze Mr. 
Yegge slunked 
into a café. He 
drank half a 
bottle of scotch, 
tipped the waiter fifty 
francs, then tremblingly 
handed him the note. The 
waiter read the note and 
threw it and the fifty 
francs in Mr. Yegge’s face. 
(Continued on Page 26) 
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Ciry Dwe ter: Shh! Mary, what was that silence? 
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Little Rambles With 
Serious Thinkers 
It is true that under prohibition 
much that is deplorable has occurred. 


—William R. Castle, 
Assistant Secretary of State. 


My course has been marked by des- 


tiny. —Senator Heflin. 
The day’s work must be done in the 
day. —Benito Mussolini. 


Always the Mediterranean is deb- 
onair and cheerful. It bears no 
grudges, and forgets its caprices in 
a night. This mutability, this mobil- 
ity, this allegro in its nature, it im- 
parts to the coasts which environ it, 
and to the people who dwell thereon. 

That is why they are lovable. 

—Emil Ludwig. 


—And all his morties calisenic, trip- 
ping a trepas, neniatwantyng Mulo 
Mulelo! Homo, Humilo! Dauncy a 
deady O! Dood dood dood! O Bawse! 
O Bawse! O Muerther! 

—James Joyce. 


Kissing just like cooking is an art 
which should not be underrated or 
tampered with. —Bruno Lessing. 
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The arms aren't comfortable. 
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“No, I don’t like this chair. 
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Sance: 


“Well, Martha, I’m surprised that you'd take up the hoochee-coochee at 


your time of lifel” 


“Back in Two Weeks” 


“I ran into George Snelling this 
morning. He was off for a few weeks 
fishing up North.” 

“Lucky stiff! I was talking to Bert 
Arnold yesterday, and he’s leaving to- 
morrow for the mountains.” 

“How do they keep their businesses 
going when they’re running off like 
that all the time? It beats me; I can’t 
do it.” 

“Same here. I’ve got to be on hand 
all the time. You can’t make me be- 
lieve their offices get along just as 
well without them.” 

“You're absolutely right. No  or- 
ganization will keep going along 
smoothly when the head of it is away 
somewhere all the time on a vaca- 
tion.” 





Garvener: But, Agnes, this is my new shovel and wheelbarrow. 





“Tt’s bad business. Seems as though 
men don’t work nowadays the way 
they used to. In the old days you 
never heard of a business man taking 
a month off in the winter and another 
month or two in the summer, with a 
few odd weeks away from the desk 
during other seasons of the year.” 

“No, sir! Men used to work in 
those days. And the way I look at 
it, with competition what it is today, 
there’s even more need now than be- 
fore for steady plugging away on the 
job.” 

“I absolutely agree with you! We're 
liable to run into real trouble one of 
these days with so many business men 
neglecting their jobs.” 

“Of course, a little recreation is good 
for a man.” 

“Oh, to be sure... By the way, 





Gorer’s Son: Hey, wait pal Yer stance is all wrong! ! 


how about a little golf this afternoon?” 

“Fine! I was just going to suggest 
it. We'll get Tom and Alec.” 

“Good! We can have lunch at the 
club and tee off at one o'clock.” 

“One o'clock on the dot! This is no 
day to spend in an office!” 

—John C. Emery. 


No doubt it has reached your ears 
by this time. It seems that a motor- 
cycle policeman overhauled a speeding 
car and when he pulled alongside he 
said, “Do you know what you been 
making?” And the speeder answered, 
“No!” So the cop says, “MY WIFE!” 
and pokes him in the nose. 

A very dreary story. 
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HICKORY FLAT, Miss.—Even the 
scent of whisky on one’s breath is made 
a felony under an ordinance passed by 
the Board of Aldermen of Hickory 
Flat. Another ordinance makes swear- 
ing on the street a punishable offense. 


ANN ARBOR, Mich.—The Rev. 
H. L. Johnson, dean of St. Paul’s 
Cathedral of Detroit, told a Congress 
of his church that he could not stom- 
ach preaching a sermon on prohibition, 
when he knew that six of his nine 
vestrymen had well-stocked cellars. 


OAKLAND, Calif—Edwin Mathi- 
son was arrested for laughing uproar- 
iously in a theater. He explained to 
the magistrate that he worked in a 
casket factory all day, and had to do 
all his laughing at night. Discharged. 


KANSAS CITY—An old Ford car 
is shaking out gold on the site of the 
abandoned Argentine smelter. John 
E. Hanson has rigged up the invention 
and reports getting $48 to the ton of 
slag at an operating cost of thirty cents 
an hour. 


LINDSAY, Neb.—After Joseph 
Deiderich had driven twelve miles 
from home a passing motorist called 
his attention to the running board of 
his automobile. 

There he found his two-year-old son, 
Roman, asleep. 


CAMDEN, N. J.—“I have searched 
the Bible through and I can find noth- 
ing which says there should be any sort 
of special ceremony when a man and 
a woman wish to be married,” says 
nineteen-year-old John Gray, Jr., com- 
panionate marriage advocate and vice 
president of the Christian Endeavor 
Society of the First Presbyterian 
Church here. 


Life 
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NEW YORK—The New York 
Cooking School, established in 1874 
by society women for the instruc- 
tion of wives, daughters and domestics, 
has been dissolved by court order and 
its property will be sold for charity. 
The dissolution was ordered because 


there was not enough interest taken in 
the school to keep it going. 





GRAND RAPIDS—Because a po- 
lice department informer, paid to get 
information about liquor sales, got so 
drunk he was unable to tell in which 
house he bought the liquor, Adam 
Tocylowski, charged with illegal sale 
of liquor, was freed in court. 


WASHINGTON—Art is art, and 
law is law—but movie directors are 
determined to be “true to their public.” 
The United Artists studio has tele- 
graphed federal prohibition headquar- 
ters at Washington, asking permis- 
sion to buy two cases of champagne 
for a “talkie.” 

“The public’s demand for utter 
realism,” read the wire, “makes this 
request urgent. Cider, formerly used 
in silent pictures, gives an unnatural 
effect when uncorked. Please consider 
this request urgent and sincere.” 


JACKSON, Tenn.—Herbert Crane 
gave his wife explicit instructions not 
to put the family cat out. The hus- 
band’s command was disregarded, so 
when Minnie had been cast outdoors, 
Crane called his wife from an adjoining 
room and shot her. 


WALLASTON, Mass.—William 
Wilson, realtor, has erected the first 
baby carriage garage in the country at 
the rear of one of his apartment houses. 
Wilson has always encouraged his ten- 
ants to raise families by opening a bank 
account for every baby born in his 
houses, and when a fond mother of 
twins told him that she couldn’t get 
the two-seater into the house, he built 
a real garage for it. 
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PROVIDENCE, R. I.—Mrs. Frank 
Almeida didn’t want her husband to 
go out nights. So, to surmount this 
obstacle, he bought a pair of hand- 
cuffs, blackjack, flashlight, police 
whistle and “secret service” badge and 
told Mrs. Almeida that he had a job 
as a detective. 

In court, after being arrested for 
carrying concealed weapons, he told 
his story and got off with a suspended 
sentence. 


DAVENPORT, lowa—L. I. Speed 
has been fined for stepping on the gas 
in his car much and too often. The 


attorney who failed to get him off 
was R. B. Swift. 


CANAJOHARIE, N. Y.—Place 
cards were miniature caskets and floral 
decorations were reminiscent of funeral 
services at a recent dinner of the under- 
takers of central New York. The sol- 
emn decorations failed to mar the en- 
joyment at the dinner, however, or at 
the dance and card party which fol- 
lowed it. 


PHILADELPHIA—S hi m me ring 
dresses that look like silk but are in- 
sulated against acid and fire were fore- 
cast recently by Professor Paul Q. Card, 
of the industrial chemistry department 
of the Philadelphia College of Phar- 
macy and Science, who believes we 
shall eventually wear asbestos clothes. 
Red hot mammas take heart. 


NEW ORLEANS, La.—This old 
world is strange and miraculous to 
Mrs. Betty Wagoner, who was born 
blind. After a successful operation, 
she can now see at the age of forty- 
eight. Every ordinary thing, as she 
looks down from her hospital window 
is a wonder. The church spire, the 
hydrant, even the smoke from a fac- 
tory must be named for her. She still 
has before her the first sight of her 


son; and has to learn to read and write. 





b May 9—Early up and at 
the public prints, finding 
the names of the American 
women slated for presen- 
tation at the English court to sound 
more than usual as though they had 
been drawn out of a hat. The morning 
spent with my seamstress over the tak- 
ing-in of my raiment to fit my dimin- 
ishing measurements, the most delight- 
ful business in which I have engaged 
since sliding down the laundry-chute, 
and we did speak of the sartorial dis- 
grace which once attached to a skirt 
which sagged in the back, whereas 
now it were better for a woman either 
to die or stay at home than to be seen 
with an uneven hem line. Luncheon 
at the Westbury with Bill Fanshawe 
and Mary Lowe of Cooperstown, both 
a-twitter over having passed Lindbergh 
in the street, and Mary told me of a 
postal card she has received from Eu- 
rope which she meant to destroy im- 
mediately after showing it to me, for- 
asmuch as if it were found amongst 
her possessions after death, burial in 
consecrated ground would be denied 
her. Then, after such a preliminary, 
she did fail to locate it, so that I was 
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Western Driver: 


“My word, what an evening!!” 


at some pains not to slay her, con- 
vinced that any jury would hold the 
homicide justifiable. To the music 
shops for an arrangement of the song 
the marines have to “In the halls of 
Montezuma,” and could not find so 
much as a gramophone record of it, 
nor did any salesperson know the tune, 
so that I was obliged to sing it for 
several of them, to the amused aston- 
ishment of innocent bystanders. To 
tea with Florence Kimball, finding 
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there Ben Powell, who played and 
sang the newest melodies so engaging- 
ly that I forgot not only time and 
space but my hairdressing appointment 
and in consequence, even with the 
adroit aid of a hairnet, I did go to the 
Bannings’ dinner looking not unlike 
the Stuart portrait of George Wash- 
ington. 

May 1o—Lay late, pondering such 
pleasant things in the world as celery, 
atomizers, menthol and maidenhair 
fern, but when my new effervescent 
bath salts failed to fizz, my psychology 
slumped, and I was reminded that 
there are also paper napkins, loud 
speakers, bridge lamps, telephone books 
and copper ash receivers. A brisk walk 
to market, where I did mumble “Eeny- 
meeny-miny-mo” over the Honey Dew 
melons, that being as successful a sys- 
tem as any in the gamble for a good 
one. So tempted by the provender on 
all sides, that I am resolved to wear 
blinkers the next time I do go to the 
place. Home again, where I did dis- 
cipline my soul by cutting all the 
flower stems and changing the water 
like a good girl scout, and then to 
my accounts, which do cause me to 
doubt the truth of Landor’s statement 
that “you have already paid the high- 

(Continued on Page 30) 


Look out! Thank the Lord for four-wheel brakesl 
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LONDON—The average slender 
girl of modern ideas will wear only one 
pound of clothing this summer. This 
will consist of a georgette coat, 31. 02z.; 
dress, 5 0z., lingerie, 2 0z.; hat, 2 02.; 
gloves, ¥% oz.; hosiery, weighing prac- 
tically nothing; and shoes to make up 
the balance. 


MLADA, BOLESLAV, Czechoslo- 
vakia—A husband objected to being 
divorced by his wife because he said 
he had footed the wedding bills on the 
distinct understanding that his wife 
would pay for the divorce, and now 
she was trying to wriggle out of it. 
He won. 


BERLIN, Germany—The world’s 
most fantastic banquet and ball was 
held recently when two thousand beg- 
gars, wearing ragged clothes and bear- 
ing placards sat down to linen-covered 
tables, ate the finest of foods, wines and 
liquors and were entertained by two 
jazz bands. No one without a beg- 
gar’s license was admitted. 


LONDON, England—A recent in- 
vestigation of an insurance company 
showed that the average age reached 
by drinkers was thirty-five, while total 
abstainers averaged thirty-eight. 


GLASGOW——An up-to-date dairy 
farmer has installed a shower bath for 
his cows. This is in contrast to the 


old-fashioned type, who reserved it for 
the milk. 


LONDON-—A spinster recently won 
a Chiddingfold, Surrey, prize for an 
essay on “The Ideal Husband.” 


INNSBRUCK, Austria—Some quite 
realistic war movies seem to be avail- 
able. Before the camera Tyrolean 
peasants fought so effectively that they 
put thirty-seven men in a_ hospital. 
They were demonstrating how their 
ancestors shed Napoleon’s yoke. 


PARIS—A facetious reporter sent 
politicians a letter asking for sympathy 
for one hundred thousand distressed 
“Poldevians” suffering from capitalist 
oppression. The compassionate re- 
plies of M. Cazals, dean of the Rad- 
icals, and M. Bouter, Socialist Deputy, 
were gleefully printed by opposition 
papers, for the Poldevians are a fic- 
titious people of the reporter’s own in- 
vention, 


LONDON—When June, the former 
musical comedy actress, now Lady 
Inverclyde, returns to Castle Wemyss, 
Renfrewshire, with her husband, Lord 
Inverclyde will carry his bride over the 
threshold of her new home. He will 
also break a bannock—round or oval, 
flattish, home-made loaf—over her 
head, in accordance with custom. 


PARIS—The Short Life cocktail is 
now a favorite at Harry’s New York 
Bar. And there had to be, of course, 
the “Whoopee” cocktail. That word 
follows you everywhere. 


BERLIN—Walter Schuetze, an ar- 
tist, has been mute for several years. 
Recently he saw an American movie 
drama and laughed so violently that he 
regained his speech. “God bless the 
American movie,” says Herr Schuetze. 


PARIS, France—How long is a 
kiss? Paris police are trying to find 
whether a kiss on the stage should be 
as long as a kiss between just ordi- 
nary mortals, and if so, how long. 


LONDON—A tobacconist’s shop 
opened in Bath on Saturday had its 
walls sprinkled with holy water and 
the premises dedicated by a Church 
of England clergyman. 


PARIS—A_ public benefactor has 
thought up a new way of using old 
neckties. 

On the Riviera they are making 
patchwork tennis coats of silk odds 
and ends, sewing them together in 
modernistic patterns that would make 
Joseph’s coat look like a tame affair. 
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Migosh, I thought I'd at least gotten away 
from the sound movies. 



































































































































Fly fishing. 








Dance, Little Lady! 


OT glaring lights...a 
blaring jazz band on a 
gaudy platform in the cen- 


ter of a vast white dance floor... 
tiny couples, arm in arm, slowly, slowly 
moving around a chalked circle against 
a background of red and white striped 
tents melting into rising tiers of seats 
with white faces showing out against 
the smoky darkness . . . towering 
above, atop a flagpole, stands a solitary 
sentinel with folded arms... he 
gazes down upon his weaving children 
... the guardian of the goofs! . . 

the goofy god of the Dance Marathon! 


On With The Dance! 


Dance, dance, dance, little lady! . . . 
dance, dance, dance! . . . round and 
round the jazzberry bush... ten 
bucks for a sprint! . . . set faces break 
into set smiles .. . tired aching legs 
stiffen ...the Jazz blares louder 

. tiny couples whirl around the 
vast white floor ... dance, dance, 
dance! ... the ten bucks to couple 
number thirty-onel . . . the goofy god 
above sends down his benediction . 
once more, the dead march... 
slowly, slowly ... round and round 
the jazzberry bush... hot tired 
bodies lean heavily on hot tired bodies 

. faces slapped to keep awake 

. glassy eyes look up to the aloof 

goof god atop the flagpole . 

oh, say can you see by the 
dawn’s early light... rally 
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around the flag, boys! ... ten bucks 
to Shipwreck Kelly! ... Ladies and 


Gentlemen—the two hundredth hour! 
. ten bucks fora sprint! . . . dance, 

dance, dance, Little lady! . . . stretcher 

bearers, this way! . . . couple eighty- 

six retiring! . . . On with the dance! 
. hail to the goof god! 


Let Joy be Unconfined! 


Pasty faces look down at the tiny 
figures crawling slowly around the 
vast white floor . . . pasty faces grin 

. smoke ... drink ... yell ... 
pasty faces stare up at the goof god 

. “Geez, ‘aint he the nut!” 
pasty faces grin . . . “Lookit ’at dame! 
She’s out on ’er feet! C’mon baby! 
Snap into it! Ten bucks for a sprint! 


. Lookit ‘em go!...Ha Ha! 
That one fell down! . . . Lookit ‘im 
kick ’er!... Atta boy!” ... pasty 
faces devour hot dogs .. . peanuts 

. gum... lemon soda. . . pasty 
fuses yawn . ..~. “Geez, the two hun- 
dred and fourth hour! ... Aw let’s 


go home! It’s three-thirty ... yeah 
. Geez, what a bunch of nuts! 
. a guy gets goofy lookin’ at ’em! 
. yeah!” 


Strange Interlude 


It’s five o'clock in the morning, 
we’ve danced the whole week through 
. the blaring jazz dies out, the mu- 
sicians straggle off the platform 
. Staggering couples stumble 
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into red and white striped 
tents and disappear . . . three 
hours’ rest! . . . Then, on with 
the dance! . . . the vast white 
cavern is deserted . . . the goof 
god slowly clambers down 
from his dizzy pedestal ... 
peace on earth! 


Who's Goofy Now? 


It’s a mad world, my mas- 
ters! ... Dance marathons 

. Bunion derbies . . . Gab- 
fests . . . Speakeasies ... 
Prohibition . .. Whalen traf- 
fic . . . Book-ofthe-Month 
clubs . . . Cannon Chase... 
futuristic paintings ... Blue 
laws . . . Mabel Walker Wille- 





brandt . . . tab- 
loids . . . columns 
like this... why pick 
on the dancing mara- 
thons? 
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Soup to Nuts 


However if they are going to pro- 
mote nutty stunts at these affairs . . 
flagpole sitters, rocking chair artists, 
etc, why not go further? ... why 
not gum-chewing endurance contests 

. wisecracking meets . . . why not 
endurance contests in egg poaching 

. “Talking About Yourself” (ac- 
tors barred) ...Lap sitting... 
Cocktail shaking ... Electric horse 
riding . . . Bridge playing . . . Back- 
dapping (columnists barred)... 
Telephoning (in booths) . . . One- 
arm lunching . . . Bottle opening 

. Radio listening . . « Street cross- 
ing... kissing ... Walking floor 
with Baby... Strap hanging... 
Jumping up and Down .. . Talking 
back to Wife ... Finger snapping 

. Face lifting . . . Teeth brushing 











. . just think of all these attractions 
going on at the same time! . . . Madi- 
son Square Garden would be packed 
to the doors . . . better yet, why not 
interest capital and erect a huge audi- 
torium just for the purpose and call it 
the Bughouse! 
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New York Life 


Manna-About-Town 


The Dancing Marathon (Aw 
Nerts!) .. . Dawn Golf .. . the idea 
being to stay up all night and tee off 
at dawn ...the lady hack driver 

- new cocktail—Gin, strawberry 
juice and lemon... sign seen on 
Movie theatre—Admission Free and 
You'll see Paul Ash . . . the advertis- 
ing bird dressed as a Frenchman who 
stops you in the 
street and _ insults 
you, then hands you 
his card which bears 
an advertisement 

. the new racket 
in Grand Central 
Station—the gent 
who has just cleaned 
out a jewelry store 
and has to get out of 
town quick—will 
give you one of the 
rings if you'll slip 
the theme song for 
the Flea Circus—“Sometimes I’m 
Hoppy” ... the shipwrecked sailor 
demonstrating the dancing dolls... 
the new traffic jam game—playing 
poker with the license plates of the 
cars around you ... the story of the 
bird who met a girl in the car next to 
him in traffic at Twenty-third street— 
by the time they got to Fifty-seventh 
they were engaged—they stopped at a 
church on upper Fifth ave. and were 
married . . . I don’t believe it, either! 

. the Country Night Clubs are do- 
ing big business . . . watch for list 
mext week (advt.) ... Pent house 
parties very popular—the sky’s the 
limit... new parking stunt—leave 
your key with man ‘who has charge 
of block—he moves your car every 


hour for fifty cents a day. 
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For Book Worms 


The Library is a very nice speak- 
easy in the fifties . . . it consists of 
two rooms with walls lined with books 
which you may read at your leisure 
whilst sipping a “Shakespeare,” “Du 
Maupassant” or “Burns” cocktail . . . 
a neat bar runs along one side and all 
through the rooms are easy chairs and 
floor lamps ...a large SILENCE 
sign hangs in each room .. . if you 
desire you may take a book home 
with you by paying a deposit and so 
much a day . . . it is indeed a hang- 
out of the literati and also a swell 
circulating library! 


Around The Town 
100 Years Ago 


Edward Coates, sexton of Trinity 
church has startled the town with ad- 
vertisements of cut rates on coffins and 
easy payment funerals . . . City Hos- 
pital authorities are considering the 
purchase of lots at Henry and Mont- 
gomery streets because of the healthy 
locality . . . Mr. Bradhurst has let his 
country residence in Harlem for the 
summer season... fashion experts 
point out that tortoise shell glasses for 


young ladies are not stylish... 
for the benefit of our more obtuse 
readers (oh, yeah!) 

Ny the editor has asked 


me to state that these 
items are clipped 
from the newspapers 
of one hundred years 
ago—we thank you. 
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HE Grand Street Follies—and 
a Follies without a Ziegfeld 

prefix sounds a little phoney to 
me—were in earlier days a rowdy, 
howdy revue but all of a sudden be- 
come a lorgnetted la-de-dah for Those 
Who Think. Deserting the push cart 
for a golden chariot, the vehicle creaks. 

In its up-from-the-gutter period on 
the lower East Side the revue was dis- 
tinguished by a jovial commoness 
through which disarming flashes of 
genius peeped through. But if the 
present innocuous cliché presages its 
future uptown it should make a de- 
tour of the Rialto and play an engage- 
ment in the Museum of Natural His- 
tory. 

The current effort is consecrated to 
twitting history and has the sophisti- 
cation and verve of an 1884 almanac 
or a rainy afternoon in the Louvre. 
There is a stodginess in going back to 
Troy, the Court of Louis XV or 
Czser’s Invasion of Britain for smart 
cracks that even gifted players, if any, 
cannot overcome. 

After so many, say ten, minutes of 
historical airy persiflage in the mod- 
ern manner we begin to long for Otto, 
the trained seal on the Poli time. 
There was an act! 

Many of us commercial school grad- 
uates, matriculating in ten-fingered 
typewriting and double entry, know 
little about the reign of Queen Eliza- 
beth save that chestnut of trving to 
skip the gutter while Sir Walter Raleigh 
laid down his benny, and if that isn’t 
right, you can’t have everything. 

There are few more positive per- 
sonalities on the stage than Mr. Albert 
Carroll, featured with Miss Dorothy 
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Sands in the Follies. But he dis- 
appoints with so many female imper- 
sonations. Many of us wrestling with 
endocrine perplexities of our own do 
not care for nilly-willys even when 
they glorify Constance Collier and B. 
Lillie. 

If we must have them—and is there 
any reason why we should?—give me 
the vulgarly obvious pattern so hilar- 
iously portrayed by the late Bert Savoy 


"Coffee, 
¢ co please. 


(A> 


LIKE {T" 








with his flaming red garter and “You 
must come over!” 

Miss Paula Trueman, also, was up 
to her ears in imitations and there is 
no gainsaying that her impersonations 
of the brittle-as-an-egg-shell Ruth Gor- 
don was word perfect as was her 
Bowery swagger of the Social Regis- 
terite Hope Williams. 

But such impersonations are respon- 
sible for this atrabilious notice. There 
were imitations of the Marx Brothers— 
and I can’t run a temperature over 
them in the original—imitating the 
landing of the Pilgrim Fathers. 

There were imitations of reporters 
from “The Front Page” covering Paul 
Revere’s ride; imitations of Fannie 
Brice and Leon Errol as Washington 
Crossing the Delaware; imitations of 
Irene Bordoni as Juliet by Dorothy 
Sands, and so on and a couple of ter- 
rible so forths. 

Indeed there were so many imita- 
tions most of us debouched into the 
night feeling the whole performance 
was an imitation. And I for one 
stepping into my car—a Forty-second 
street cross town—mumbled a silent 
prayer that the theatre still has glum 
old Flo Ziegfeld and bright eyed 
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Georgie White to give us a revue that 
is a revue. 


“The First Law” is the only play 
to come out of Soviet Russia, and if 
it is representative, they can drop play- 
wrighting right off, go back to their 
sovieting and see if we cry. 

It all takes place in a hut in the 
bleak Siberian wastes. The wolves 
howl, the blizzard blizzed and, Ginger 
Cookies, what a night! 

Out of the storm and into the refuge 
eddy an affianced and aristocratic Eng- 
lish couple, and shortly after a richly 
bearded Bolshevik, Ding, ding, ding— 
the eternal triangle. 

They are trapped and the drama of 
starvation and its reactions unfold. 
The Bolshevik is old John R. Iron- 
will in person and dominates the trio. 
He also controls the scant supply of 
edible fauna, gives the girl a dab now 
and then but refuses to flip her lover 
so much as the tip of a partridge wing. 

Under the gnaw of hunger the aris- 
tocrat becomes the cad. He snivels, he 
whines and talks a little nutty. All 
the while the Bolshevik whittles at 
snowshoes and casts sheep’s eyes at the 
girl. Every time the lover steps out- 
side looking for Spring to come danc- 
ing down the steppes, they clinch. 

Finally the Bolshevik gets pretty 
sick of the hand wringing and hustles 
the nice boy out into the blizzard, 
bars the door and leaves him to die 
like a dog. 

Frances Carson played the society 
girl, Henry Goode was the blue 
blooded weakling and Leonid Snegofl 
was the shaggy Bolshevik. They suf 
fered terribly. So did the audience. 
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“The Pagan” 


IFE in the South Sea Islands as 
L. depicted by Ramon Novarro 
may not be a boost for Chris- 
tianity and conservative dressing, but 
it does make one wonder if it wouldn’t 
be fun to have nothing more definite 
to do than go leaping about on a 
coral strand playing you-chase-me with 
a lovely, dark-eyed gal who could be 
completely outfitted with a string of 
flowers and a cretonne remnant. Ramon 
makes a striking figure as a lightly 
clad islander as you may remember 
if you saw him in 
that grand picture of 
several years ago, 
“Where The Pave- 
ment Ends.” It isa 
safe bet that the fe- 
male element of Mr. 
Novarro’s public will 
find “The Pagan” 
highly entertaining. 
Although the star 
makes no effort to 
bring a message to 
humanity through 
his performance, he 
does give an effec- 
tive demonstration of 
how much pleasure 
can be derived by 
expressing the spirit 
of youthful playful- 
ness inherent in most 
of us. This may serve as a lesson to 
those people who spend half their 
time taking themselves seriously and 
the other half consulting psycho- 
analysts in an effort to discover what 
causes their indigestion. 

The outstanding publicity feature of 
this picture is the advertisement that 
Mr. Novarro sings the theme song in 
a voice described as being baritone and 
of operatic quality. It was only nat- 
ural that our anticipated pleasure of 
a musical treat was not entirely realized 
when Mr. Novarro opened his mouth 
and a tenor voice, not of operatic qual- 
ity, issued forth. This might have 
been due to an idiosyncrasy of the re- 
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cording machinery, but certain dis- 
crepancies in the synchronization of 
singing sequences that followed created 
a doubt as to whether or not Mr. No- 
varro did any of the singing in the 
picture. However the illusion is good, 
the song is tuneful and the voice is 
pleasant, so why be fussy. 

Dorothy Jarvis, who plays opposite 
the star, is not one of those happily 
endowed camera subjects who photo- 
graphs well from any angle, and there 
are times during the picture when she 
does not appear to advantage. Her 
work as a half-breed girl who is res- 
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Attention, Boy Scouts 


Today's good deed. 


cued from the toils of a scheming 
guardian is adequate. Donald Crisp 
is very good as the guardian, and 
Renee Adoree does well enough as a 
lady of doubtful character who has a 
repressed desire for Ramon. 

There is humor, sex appeal and some 
beautiful scenery in “The Pagan.” It 
is pleasant diversion. 


“The Squall” 


The most ardent supporters of the 
movies will have to admit one point 
definitely in favor of the legitimate 
stage after looking this picture over. 
If the stage version of “The Squall” 


had been as terrible as this picture, it 
would have laid an egg inside of a 
week and no more heard of it—where- 
as the film will be sent out into the 
byways and hedges re-enforced by a 
lot of phoney publicity and take plenty 
of dollars from the unsuspecting pub- 
lic before it comes back home to be 
stored away among those things First 
National Vitaphone Pictures would 
like to forget. 

In the first place it was tempting 
Fate to label any talking movie “The 
Squall” . though Heaven knows it 
would be unfair to pass the buck to 

the already overbur- 
dened shoulders of 
Fate for such an 
atrocity. The scene 
of the story is laid 
in Hungary, which 
accounts for the pic- 
ture being directed 
by Alexander Korda. 
Mr. Korda is sup- 
posed to know a lot 
about Hungary, and 
maybe he does, but 
what he doesn’t 
know about direct- 
ing English dialogue 
fills seven or eight 
reels. The one re- 
deeming feature of 
the film is its uncon- 
scious humor. In 
one scene the stern 
Hungarian parent says to his son, 
“Paul, what were you doing in the 
woods with that girl last night?” To 
which Paul replies, “It’s a lie!” At an- 
other time a noise that sounds like a 
cross between a fire siren and an in- 
dignant eagle is heard without. Some- 
one naturally wants to know what the 
disturbance is. After listening care 
fully to a second outburst of the dread- 
ful racket, the mother of household 
says, “It sounds like a child.” 

But in the midst of this bombard- 
ment of brickbats it is only fair that 
we should pause long enough to give 
Myrna Loy credit for a commendable 


(Continued on Page 31) 





22 


New York Life 


confide mtial Guide 


a Wee 
Lig, > ae 


5 y 
| 


\ ot | 
ae 
Capes 


*Broruers. Forty-eighth Street. $3.00—Sat. 
$3.85—Dime novel heroics with Bert Lytell 
in person. But so well done it’s worth see- 
ing after you've seen the top liners. 


Cee 


Carnivat. Forrest—A cooch dancer “makes” 
a smalltown yap, then jumps out of a bal- 
loon and everybody is glad of it. 


*Concratutations. National. $3.00—Henry 
Hull in a play he wrote himself about a 
ham actor who was elected Mayor of a 
yap burg on a surprise ticket. Good in 
spots. 

*%Courace. Ritz. $3.85—Janet Beecher and 
Junior Durkin in a play that pleases moth- 
ers. And likely a few papas. 


Freisurc Passion Pray. 
Gest’s imported spectacle. 
but no pash. 


Hippodrome—M. 
Lots of people 


*Journey’s Exp. Henry Miller. $3.00—Can 
scarcely wait for Ed and Grace Nolan to 
see this one. A dramatic smash. 

Mystery Square. Longacre—Summerish, the 
weather these days. 


WSrreet Scene. Playhouse. $3.85—Sat. $4.40 
—An eyeful of a slum tenement and its 
reaction to a ghastly murder. A gripping 
study of humdrum lives that won the 
Pulitzer prize. 

*&Tue Came Turoucn tue Neepre’s Eve. 
Martin Beck. $3.00—Sat. $3.85—Marian 
Hopkins in a Czecho Slovakian Cinderella 
theme. 

Tue Jape Gop. Cort—A mystery play from 
the novel by the same name. To be re- 
viewed later. 

*Tue Love Duet. Ethel Barrymore. $3.85— 
Miss Barrymore and Louis Calhern skylark- 
ing amorously over continental Europe. 
Slightly swift premierish. 
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Tue Perrect Aisi. Charles Hopkins—A 
slick little mystery play. 

Tue Sea Gut. Comedy—Some dull moments 
with dull folk. 


Comedy 


*Birp 1x Hanp. Morosco. $3.85—All-English 
study of countryside class consciousness by 
John Drinkwater. Nothing to write home 
about. 

*Houway. Plymouth. $3.85—Hope Williams 
in a Phillip Barry play of upper crust 
snobbery. 

*Jonesy. Bijou. $3.00—Sat. $3.85—Another 
adolescent play of the cross roads and amus- 
ing. 

WKisirzer. Royale. $3.00—Sat. $3.85—Edward 
Rob:nson in back room pinochle piffle. 

*Ler Us Be Gay. Little. $4.40—The Titian 
haired Francine Larrimore as a gay widow 
at a Long Island house party. Cr.sp chatter. 

WLivtte Accwwent. Ambassador. $3.00—Sat. 
$3.85—Fun in a hospital over a contraband 
child. 

*®Mert THE Prince. Lyceum. $3.85—Basil 
Sydney and Mary Ellis in one of Milne’s 
good ones. 

*Mrs. Bumpstreap-Leicu. Klaw. $3.00—One 
of our finest actresses in one of her finest 
revivals. Mrs. Fiske crashing English ~ so- 
ciety from Missionary Ridge, Ind. 

*®My Girt Frivay. Republic. $3.00—It was 
naushty but they toned it down. 

*Sxiwpinc. Bayes. $3.00—No matter what we 
may say, it skids along. 


Eye and Ear 


*Biacxsirps. Eltinge. $3.85—Sat. $4.40—A 
dinze divertissement and Bill Robinson tap 
dances. 


*See paragraphs below. 
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*FotLtow Turvu. Forty-sixth Street. $5.50—Sat. 
$6.60. It’s a hit show but many are far 
better. 

*Hetto Dappy. Erlanger’s. $4. 409—Nobody 
ever gets tired of Lew Fields. 

*Horp Everytuinc. Broadhurst. 
Lahr’s monkeyshines and that 
My Coffee” song. 

®Lapy Fincers. Liberty. $4.40—Sat. $4.95— 
Fa:r entertainment with Eddie Buzzell wise- 
cracking. 


$5.50—Bert 
“Cream in 


Messin’ AROUND. 
ored revue. Reviewed later. 

*&Mus:c in May. Casino. $5.50—Tuncful sum- 
mer stuff with a few chuckles by Solly 
Ward. 

*New Moon. Imperial. $5.50—Sat. $6.60—A 
moving musical romance. It has such songs 
as “Lover Come Back to Mc.” 

*®PLeasurE Bounp. Majestic. $5.50—A Shubert 
revue w:th Phil Baker an: the inevitable 
Spanish dancer. Above the average. 

*Sprine is Here. Alvin. $5.50—Clap hands 
here comes Glenn Hunter. And everybody 
is in love again. 


Hudson—Anothcer all-col- 


Tue Granp Srreet Forries. Booth—Reviewed 
in this issue. 

*&Tue Littte Snow. Music Box. $4.40—Sat. 
$5.50-—Clifton Webb and Fred Allen in a 
smart summer revue. 

*&Wrooree. New Amsterdam. $6.60—Ziegfeld 
hires Eddie Cantor an: the house is packed 


nightly. 


Sports 


*Mapison Square Garpex—Lire’s Ticket Serv- 
ice carries seats for all Madison Square Gar- 
den attractions. See Newspapers for special 
announcements. 


(Continued on Page 25) 


Lives "Wicket Service 


HOW LIFE READERS CAN GET GOOD 
ORCHESTRA SEATS AT BOX OFFICE 
PRICES 


*%We render this service without profit sole- : 


ly in the interest of our readers. 

%If you are going to be in New York, 
Lire’s Ticket Service will not only save you 
money but an extra trip to the box-office. 


598 Madison Ave., New York City 


‘Purchase Order: 


Dear Life: I want seats for the following: 





Name of Show 





*%Good seats are available for attractions : 


above indicated by stars and at prices noted. 


All orders for tickets must reach Lire’s : 


Office at least seven days before date of per- 
formance. 
attached to each Purchase Order. 


Receipt will be sent to purchaser by return 
mail. This must be presented at the box office 
on the evening of the performance. 

* 6 * 


IN ORDER TO KEEP TICKETS OUT OF 
THE HANDS OF TICKET SCALPERS 


Check for exact amount must be : 














> Name 





> Address 


Check for $ 





SEATS WILL BE HELD AT THE BOX-OF- 
FICE AND WILL NOT BE RELEASED UN- 
TIL AFTER EIGHT O'CLOCK ON THE 
NIGHT OF THE PERFORMANCE. 


In selecting attractions, purchasers are asked 
to send two “alternat: ve choices of shows with 
each selection, in case Lirr’s quota of seats 
for that performance is exhausted. Remut- 
tance w:ll have to cover the cost of the highest 
pr: ‘ced seats asked for. Amy excess amount 
will be refunded. 


Lire will be glad to make appropriate se- 
lections for purchasers if they ‘will indicate 
with order the type of show preferred an re- 
mit amount to cover to> prices. Any excess 
amount will be refunded by return mail. 

> - 


NO ORDERS FOR SEATS TAKEN OVER 
THE TELEPHONE. 
eee 
This service is not offered in conneetion with 
matinee seats, which are ordinarily available 











Homer Cror 
Forest Huts 
Lone IsLano 


Lifesa Ticket Service, 

New Yorke 
Merrie centleuen; 

I wish to hand you flowers. For weeks 7 
had been scheming and planning trying to get tickets to 
"Journey's End." I pulled wires and took people out to lunch 
and talxed entertainingly, and fluttered money in the faces 
of the tox office men end not a ticket could I get. And then I 
read about Life's Ticket Service and sent you a check end 
forty-eight hours later I hai the order for the tickets in wy 
hand, Life's Ticket Service is the biggest thing that has 





hapnensd to this country since we cug the Panama Canal. 


{KK Yours with joy, 


555 Mo k2 
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At Your Service 
Without Profit 


Lire has shown the door to ticket scalpers. With the hearty 
cooperation of honest theatrical producers we have established our 
own ticket agency, through which you may obtain good orchestra 
seats at box office prices. Many sincere efforts have been made in 
the past to eliminate the scalper and all have failed. City ordinances 
and state laws have been passed; official investigations have been 
conducted; pitless publicity has exposed their methods, but the 
scalper is as active and prosperous as ever. But while there’s Lire 
there’s hope. See opposite page for full particulars. 














FIRST PRIZE 


AWARDED TO 
MRS. TILLIE LITEHEAD 


Mrs. Litehead’s 150-word letter 
won First Prize in the 


“Why the Golden Book a Seek a5 559 
Is Bad for Me” Contest ye J¥ oY 


Everyone should read this splendid 
straightforward letter: 


“TI am an ardent reader. For the last twenty years I have been reading myself to sleep every 
night with a good magazine. I find none of this calming effect in the Golden Book and what 
woman at my age wants to lose her beauty sleep? I love those darling little stories that you 
can lay aside at any point. Your stories don’t give me a moment's rest till I finish them. 
Furthermore, my husband says your magazine puts ideas in my head and he won't stand for 
it. I think myself that I get more good out of a magazine that prints recipes than one that 
prints poems. Another thing, a woman can’t be too careful of the impression she makes. The 
girls at my bridge club are always talking about Harold Dazzledirk’s latest story. I remem- 
bered a few names like Poe and Balzac and Aldous Huxley, Edith Wharton, and Eugene O’Neill, 
but none of the girls had ever heard of them. A woman must make her reading count if you 
know what I mean.” 


Think Twice of Mrs. Litehead before You Subscribe to the Golden Book 


If you are at all likely to become overstimulated by a magazine full of such good reading that 
you can’t lay it aside, if you must take your bromides in the form of magazines, if you have a 
husband who finds your threadbare ideas quaint and cute, if you are likely to feel embarrassed 
with a growing knowledge of good literature and great writers, if an aristocratic magazine would 
look out of place on your library table—T7hen Beware of the Golden Book! 


If, on the other hand, you are a person to treasure a perfect short story, a lovely poem, or a subtle 
piece of humor, if you realize that good reading doesn’t mean heavy reading, if you’d care for a 
more thorough acquaintance with the most vivid personalities that have ever contributed to the 
literary world, if you would delight in having a satisfying selection of fiction, drama, essay, poetry, 
humor and personalities coming to your home each month—a selection that represents the cream 
of the moderns as well as the proven masterpieces of the past, Then Subscribe at Once to the 
Golden Book. Our Prize for You is a 33144% Reduction on the Next 6 Issues. 


ee ee ee ee 
THE GOLDEN BOOK MAGAZINE LI-'29 § 


55 Fifth Avenue, New York k 6 Issues 
Enclosed please find $1.00 for which send THE GOLDEN BOOK for six months , 


to the address below. 
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Movies 


Tue Pacan. (Sounp) Metro-Goldwyn—Re- 
viewed. in this issue. 

Tue Squatt. (Tatxre) First National Vita- 
phi ne—Reviewed in this issue. 

Buttpoc DrumMonb. (TaLkieE) Samuel Gold- 
wyn—See this one. Ronald Colman is swell. 

Tue Desert Sone. (Tarxie) Warner Brothers 
—The first operett:c movie. A commend- 
able maiden effort in a new field despite its 
glaring faults. 

SHow Boat. (Tatxre) Universal—Don't be- 
lieve the ads. It’s terrible. 

Tue Rarspow Man. (Tarkre) Sono-Art—An 
entertain:ng tear-jerker. Frankie Darro 
gives a fine performance. 

Coquette. (Tatxie) United Artists—Mary 
Pickford cuts off her curls, puts her rompers 
in storage and becomes an adult talkie star. 
You'll probably like her. 

Tue Witp Party. (Tarxre) Paramount— 
Clara Bow talks quite plainly and cont:n- 
ues to scll what the public generally seems 
to consider sex-appeal. 

Tue Sprre Marriace. (Sounp) Metro-Gold- 
wyn—Buster Keaton furnishes some hearty 
chuckles with the assistance of Dorothy Se- 
bastian and a set of false whiskers. 

Hearts IN Dixte. (Tacxre) Fox—An excel- 
lent study of the Southern rural negro. 
Good singing and a swell comedy per- 
formance by Stepin Fetchit. 

Broapway MeEtopy. (TALKIE) 
wyn—Entertaining song-and-dance 
A triumph for Bessie Love. 

Tue Iron Mask. (Sounp) United Artists— 
The sequel to “The Three Musketeers”, but 
not qu.te as good. Two short talking se- 
quences by Doug Fairbanks for their adver- 
rising value. 


Metro-Gold- 
talkie. 


Tue Piyinc Freer. (Sounp) Metro-Goldwyn 
—Ramon Novarro shows how Annapolis 
graduates become flyers. Exceptional aero- 
plane photography. 

Weary River. (Tacxre) First National—An- 
other crook reforms through the power of 

Richard Barthelmess sings the 
theme song (or goes through the motions). 

Tue Barker. (Tarxre) First National—A 
really good talking picture. Milton Sills 
supported by lots of sex-appeal. Recom- 
mended for adults. 


music. 


Supper Clubs 


“Dressy. C Cover Charge. H Head Waiter. 


\MBassapor GRILL, Park Avenue at 51st. Nice 
quiet place to dance. *C.$1.50-2.00. 

Casanova, 151 West 54th. Great hang-out. 
Roof now open. C.$3.00, 

Crus Ricuman, 157 West 56th. Olsen and his 
boys. C.$5.00. 

Cius Praza, Plaza Hotel. Nice place. Popular 
at Tea Dances. 

Lino, 7th Ave. at 52nd. Very Park Avenue. 
*C.$5.00. H.Cabiati. 

MontMaRTE, 205 West 50. Oldest supper 
club in town and still popular. C.$3.00. 
H.Charlie. 

Mocavor, sist St. East of B’way. Nice place. 
C.$3.00. 

Renvezvous, Winter Garden Theatre. Clay- 
ton, Jackson and Durante, the funniest 
birds in town. C.$3.00-4.00. H.Leon. 

Seactape, St. Regis Hotel. Vincent Lopez 
speaking. ®C.$1.50-3.00. H.Charles. 


(Contunued on Page 26) 





Clip the coupon 
jor] shaves as Cool as 











NE clip of the shears and you’re 
free for life from the stings of 
therazor. Forassoon as youget these 
7 cool Ingram shaves you’ll know 
that a new shaving sensation has 
come to townand to your bathroom. 
For Ingram’s is cool... cool... 
COOL ... COOL! It’s different. 
It’s unique. It brings an amazing 
new comfort to the faces of all men 
who lather up with it—and it keeps 
your face in comfort long after the 
shave is done! 


Never mind your Whiskers, 
think about your Face! 


No lotions need apply when In- 
gram’s is foaming on your 

face— because it has three 

special healing and cool- 

ing ingredients which 

tighten and tone the skin 

while you shave. 


INGRAMS 
QHAVING CREAM 


“Never mind your Whiskers, 
think about your Face’’ 





SURE, PLL 
TAKE THOSE 
7 Coo. SHAVES 








And with Ingram’s you can shave 
closer. Your skin is in better con- 
dition to “take” the razor. You get 
through the job with comfort and 
dispatch. 


Don't let two minutes’ trouble sep- 
arate you from a lifetime’s happi- 
ness of solid shaving comfort. That 
little coupon just below brings you 
seven glorious, cool morning send- 
offs. Our sample is no beauty to look 
at but it’s the most powerful per- 
suader and the greatest gatherer 
of friends any company ever had! 
Don’t fail to try Ingram’s. Your 
face will be grateful all your life! 
Clip the coupon! Do it now! 


COOL SHAVES 
4 FREE 


BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. E 59 
110 Washington St., New York 


I'd l:ke to try seven cool Ingram shaves. 
Name 

Address 

City 





























© NORTHERN 
WONDERIANDS 











an Adventurer 


At Heart? 


iF so you owe it to yourself to visit 

the famed lands of the Vikings. 
Lands of breath-taking and primi- 
tive scenic beauty—of snow- 
capped peaks and winding fjords, 
towering crags and foaming water- 
falls—and tiny villages nestling in 
verdant valleys. 


GREENLAND—ICELAND 
SPITZBERGEN 
The NORTH CAPE and 
SCANDINAVIAN Capitals 


—briefly is the itinerary, but all the 
while your home is the luxurious 


S. S. RELIANCE 


the Ideal Cruising Steamer. 


Sail from New York on June 29th 
—your chance to do the unusual! 


Seven short cruises—from 16 to 
26 days—will be made from 
Hamburg by the “RESOLUTE,” 
“OCEANA” and “ORINOCO.” 


Write for descriptive literature 


HAMBURG-AMERICAN 

39 Broadway LINE New York 

chicago, 177 N. Michigan Ave.,; St. Louis, 813 Olive St.; 
Philadelphia, 262 South 


St.; Boston, 209 Tremont 
St.; San Francisco, 574 Market St.; Los Angeles, 438 
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Dance Numbers 
(Sheet Music) 

“Or What Have You” (Little Show) 
“Moanin’ Low” (Little Show) 
“Hut in Hoboken” (Little Show) 
“Your Love Is All That I Crave” (Messin’ 

Around) 
“Button Up Your Overcoat” (Follow Thru) 
“I Want To Be Bad” (Follow Thru) 
“Song in My Heart” (Spring is Here) 
“Yours Sincerely” (Spring is Here) 
“Caught in The Rain” (Little Show) 


Records 


Bur_tpinc A Nest For Mary—(2) I Usep To 
Love Her 1x Tue Moonuicutr (Col- 
umbia) 

Two conventional fox-trots well played. 

Tuat’s You Basy—(2) Bic Crry Btves 
(Columbia) 

(1) Fast and hot, with a surprise at the end. 
(2) Slow blues sung by Annette Hanshaw. 

Lapy oF THe Morninc—(2) PERFUME oF 
Roses (Columbia) 

Two grand tunes, includes guitar, and ac- 
cordion solos. 

Do SometHinc—(2) Tuat’s Wuy I’m Happy 
(Victor) 

Helen Kane sings two amusing numbers. 

I Kiss Your Hanp MapamMe—(2) Josepuira 
(Victor) 

(1) Fox-trot with tango suggestions. 
(2) Slow sentimental fox-trot. 


Mr. Yegges Letter 


(Continued from Page 7) 


Dumbfounded Mr. Yegge stumbled 
to the street. A benevolent looking 
Frenchman, with a_ beautiful sorrel 
beard was passing. With a whimper- 
ing noise Mr. Yegge handed him the 
paper—the Frenchman read it and, 
turning a look of livid hate and con- 
suming fury upon the unfortunate 
American, strode away. 

Mr. Yegge flung himself upon a 
nearby policeman, who, after reading 
the letter, handcuffed Mr. Yegge and 
led him off. At the police station he 
was roundly abused, locked up and 
given twenty-four hours to leave the 
country. 

Next morning a detective put him 
on the boat for Cherbourg. 

Several hours out, the Captain no- 
ticed a man muttering morbidly to 
himself. Fearing a suicide at sea, he 
questioned him. Mr. Yegge broke 
down, and told in detail the nightmare 
of his forty-eight hours in Paris. 

The Captain roared. “Why, hell, 
man, that’s nothing. These French- 
men are funny fellows. You never 
know what they'll do, but I’m one of 
your kind. Show me the letter.” 

Mr. Yegge passed: over the note. 

The Captain opened it to read. This 
time it was Mr. Yegge who cried out. 
A gust of wind had blown the paper 
overboard. 





Tue kind of watch you know you carry 
is inferred by the chain others see you 
wearing. A good watch deserves a g 
chain ...a chain with as much thought 
given to it as to the watch itself!... 

ere are such chains, and Simmons 
makes them. The white gold-filled Wal- 
demar above was designed especially for 
the Waltham Colonial. The number is 
30869, and it costs $9.50. A spirited, 
modest design, the chain affords a notable 
instance of Simmons craftsmanship— 
and can, of course, be used with other 
well-known watches. There are many 
Simmons designs especially beautiful 
for graduation and wedding gifts at 
your jeweler’s. R. F. Simmons ~ anthony 
Attleboro, Massachusetts. 


SIMMONS 


TRADE MARK 


CHAINS 
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Life in Washington 


WO altitude records were broken here recently— 

the airplane and the tariff. Lieutenant Soucek 
piloted a Navy machine up to forty thousand feet. As 
soon as he left the ground he was caught by a strong 
blast of wind—Congress being in session—that shot him 
up like a skyrocket. After a while he ran into some 
fleecy clouds which he mistook for the new woolen 
schedule, but his altitude registering only four miles, he 
decided they were something on the free list. At the 
“ceiling” his goggles were frosted over with what now 
appears to have been the new sugar duties. As he fell, 
he thinks he caught sight of Senator Smoot miles above 
him, piloting the protective tariff for the moon. 

More seriously, the new tariff bill has just about de- 
stroyed the Administration’s harmony. So far as I can 
see, it will offend every nation in the world except 
Liberia and what is far more important—it may hurt 
the Republicans at the next elections. The best thing 
that can be said for it is that it might have- been worse, 
except that the Senate Finance Committee will undoubt- 
edly make it so. With the President saying that even the 
House rates are too high and the Senate defying both 
him and the House on farm debentures, I look forward 
to a three-cornered dog-fight that will last all summer. 
So fascinating is the Senatorial spectacle that Mrs. Long- 
worth and Mrs. Gann sat through a recent session side 
by side without once raising the question of precedence. 

Add “pseudo” to the “don’ts” in your political Emily 
Post. Senator Fess, Hoover’s whip in the Senate, called 
Senators Brookhart, Borah and such, “pseudo-Republi- 
cans” for voting for the farm debentures. Senator 
Brookhart looked the word up in a dictionary, feeling 
sure that if it was Greek it was dirty, and found that 
it meant “lying, false, counterfeit, and spurious.” How- 
ever, Hoover’s hurried hospitality healed the breach in 
the party ranks; after Borah and Fess had broken bread 
at the White House, they declined to break heads in 
the Upper House. Senator Fess “apologized” by ad- 
mitting that he hadn’t meant to call Brookhart a liar 
and the question of party orthodoxy was decently buried. 

They tell me that Secretary Mellon turned green and 
missed a couple of low discount rates when he read that 
Winston Churchill had told the House of Commons 
that, whatever happened, Great Britain wouldn’t accept 
a penny less than she was already getting from Ger- 
many. If Mellon had said anything so unashamedly 
sensible, the cries of “Shylock!” would still be thunder- 
ing around the world; as it is, all anybody exclaimed 
was, “Hear! Hear!” Owen Young is still doing some 
wonderful broken-field running at the Reparations Con- 
ference, but there seems to be some doubt as to which 
team he belongs to and where the goal posts are. If 
he gets that International Bank for Mr. Morgan now, 
he'll have earned it. —]. F. 


A young man stenographer was hit by a bullet in a 
holdup. Thinking he was mortally wounded, he whis- 
pered to a friend: 

“Write to Mamie. Give her my love, and tell her my 
last thoughts were of her. Carbon copies to Sadie, 
Peggy and Kathleen.” —The Lion. 





Dees Your Luggage 
Furnish Bystanders a Lot of 


Innocent Amusements ? 
— It Won’t If You Travel the Hartmann Way 


HY SUFFER the embarassment of traveling with 
\4 seedy, old-fashioned luggage? Particularly when 
sporty, swagger looking Hartmann thoroughbreds 
are so easily owned. Have them in matched pieces, 
if you like. Traveling equipment you're proud of— 
Certain to arouse the envy of the most seasoned globe 
trotter. You'll like the ease and comfort of traveling 
with a NEW Hartmann. No need to PACK them. 
Clothes slip right in and come out looking almost 
fresher than before. They’re light enough to handle 
easily, yet rugged enough to weather real abuse. 
You'll find them in 50 sizes and models — the 
newest colors — and 
priced to suit you 
perfectly. Sold almost 
everywhere. 





Hartmann Trunk Co. 
Racine, Wisconsin 


The Hartmann Tourobe holds 3 
to 4 suits, accessories, etc., or the 
equivalent in women’s attire. 
Price, $20. to $70 
Hartmann Wardrobe Trunks 
bold from 5 to 20 suits or costume 
changes. Price, $35. to $400. 


HARTMARN 


Trunks 


THE SMARTEST WAY TO TRAVEL 
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The only ambition in life a paper 
napkin has is to get down off a diner’s 
lap and play on the floor. 

—Kay Features. 


Vistror: Tell me, is this village 
lighted by electricity? 

InHABITANT: Only when there’s a 
thunderstorm. —Tit-Bits. 


Doctor (inquiring after boy who 
had swallowed a half dollar): How is 
the boy today? 

Anxious Motuer: No change yet. 


—Satyr. 


A cinema is showing a film made 
twenty years ago. The costumes worn 
by the characters are strange to modern 
patrons, who, however, owing to their 
familiarity with the films of today, 
immediately recognize the dear old 

—London Opinion. 
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Reduces youre 7TH 
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—for its use— 
London Opinion. 


“My word, sir, you are in form today! This is the biggest divot 
I’ve ever ‘andled!” 
—Punch (by permission). 


A critic says that the “talkies” pre- 
sent a problem to many American ac- 
tresses. I am told that some of them 
have doubles for words of more than 
three syllables. —Passing Show. 


Lindbergh will be considered impor- 
tant, even at his own wedding. 
—Tom Sims for Kay Features. 
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ConstaBLe: Come along, sir. Haven't you 
got a home of your own to go to? 
Tue Gentiteman (who has had a good 
time): Yesh—but there's a wife in it. 
—Humorist. 











The torch upheld by the Statue of 
Liberty went out recently. It was of- 
ficially stated that it was an accident 
caused by a broken cable, but a good 
many people will continue to think it 
was blown out by Mabel Willebrandt. 

—New York Evening Sun. 
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Otp Lapy (on Channel Steamer): 


using my ear trumpet as an ash-tray! 


s 


Young man, 1 suppose | can’t prevent you 
smoking that vile cigar, but will you kindly refrain from 


—Passing Show. 
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Gilbert Swan reports the one about 
the celebrated violinist who was 
urged to play his fiddle at one of those 
snooty affairs over on Park Avenue. 

“How much would you want?” they 
asked him. 

“Five hundred dollars is my price,” 
he replied stiffly. 

“Of course you understand,” said 
the hostess, “that you will not mingle 
with-the guests.” 

“Oh, in that case,” was the retort, 
“T'll do it for four hundred.” 


—New York Evening Graphic. 





Tablespoonful Abbott's Bitters, in sweetened water, 
after meals, is great aid to digestion. Sample Bitters by 
mail, 25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Balto., Md 





Gold is frequently found in sand, 
says an expert, but all we ever find 
in sand is spinach. 

—New York Evening Post. 


Wire: George, dear, are there any 
fashions in that paper? 
Georce: Yes, but they’re out of 
date—it’s the morning paper. 
—Pearson’s. 








Lire is published every Friday, simultaneously in the United States, 
Great Britain, Canada and British Possessions. Title registered in 
U. S. Patent Office. 

The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. For Reprint Rights 
in Great Britain apply to Lire, Rolls House, Breams Buildings, Fetter 
Lane, London, E. C., England. The foreign trade supplied from Lirs’s 
London Office, Rolls House, Breams Buildings, London, E. C. 

No contributions wil be returned unless accompanied by stamped and 


addressed envelope. Lire does not hold itself responsible for the loss or 
non-return of unsolicited contributions. 


Notice of change of address should reach this office two weeks prior 
to the date of issue to be affected. All communications should be 
addressed to LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York. 

Yearly Subscription Rate, $5.00 (Canadian, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60.) 











It keeps 
teeth white 


3 reasons why you 
will pick DENTYNE! 


Chicle experts say it’s the finest gum 
on the market. 


Thousands of people say that no 
other brand comes within a mile of 


its delicious flavor. 


Dentyne keeps the teeth WHITE. 


Che 


ENTYNE 


..and smile/ 











Mrs. Pep’s Diary 


(Continued from Page 13) 


. Ww for a thing when you have 
asked for it.” Laura Holcomb fo 
EMBARRASSING MOMENTS luncheon, and we talked of this iol 
that, including the number of women 
there are who ran away to be married 
when they were sixteen, in especial 
when they have adolescent children, 
and of how Laura’s great-aunt was 
that has just been served you for break- dropped by the Quakers because she 
possessed a pearl necklace. My hus- 
band, poor wretch, home with Biff 
fast and you hear a faint “cheep-cheep” Haskins exceedingly betimes to try 
out the new cocktayle churn which 
Marge Boothby, albeit she professes 
_ re light a MURAD. to be a friend of mine, did give him, 
and so successful were his experiments 
that he did tell us thrice what Seward 
Cary said at luncheon yesterday. Biff, 
with tidings of the feckless Jim Mit- 
chell, tells me that J. has decided 
never again to go any place where 
drinking is a feature, so methinks he 
will spend a deal of his future time in 
church and at the Morgan Library. 


When you open the soft-cooked egg 
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TacTLess saLEsMAN: Extry tabloid—all 
about the hold-up and murder, Mister. 


by 


$3 
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© P. Lorillard Co., Est. 1760 
The Prince of Wales has a blue 
derby. Since he sets the style, we 
hoped he would choose an old gray 
felt with a grease spot on the left side. 
—Tom Sims for Kay Features. 








When a beggar appeared in court 
last week, it was stated that he had 
eight grown-up daughters. No won- 
der he is a beggar. —Passing Show. 


“Come on, Jake, let’s go to see Eddie 
Cantor in “Whoopee’ tonight.” 

“I don’t want to see him,” replied 
Moe, a buyer from Scranton. 

“Why not? He’s wary comical.” 

“Nope, I dun’t teenk so. I saw an 
Disgusted Wife: “You hold a job, Worthless? Say, nigger, when you all imitation of him last week and he's 


hold a job a week, mosquitoes will brush their teeth with Flit and like it!” terrible.” 
aly ’ Ades —New York Evening Graphic. 











Movies 


(Continued from Page 21) 


effort in a very bad production. Miss 
Loy takes the part of Nubi, a Gypsy 
girl who is protected from a murder- 
ous lover by a Hungarian family and 
repays the kindness by vamping every 
man in the household. One of the 
weapons used by Myrna in her con- 
quests is an enjoyable singing voice. 
Miss Loy plays her part with such 
flippant humor that you can almost 
imagine she is laughing at the rest 
of the cast, as well she might. Both 
in this picture and “The Desert Song” 
Miss Loy displays unusual ability in 
dialect roles, a talent that gives promise 
of steady work in the talkies for this 
clever young lady. 

There is also a bouquet due Nich- 
olas Soussanin who makes a definite 
impression in his two brief appear- 
ances as Nubi’s hard-boiled Gypsy 
lover. 

Other than the work of these two 
characters “The Squall” might have 
been put on by the Elks Club of Mani- 


towoc. It is one of the worst. 


“Eternal Love” 


Despite the combined efforts of 
Ernst Lubitsch and John Barrymore, 
“Eternal Love” is nothing more than 
just another movie. The story tells 
how a pair of lovers in a small Swiss 
village are kept apart during life by 
adverse circumstances, but finally find 
a happy reunion in death. For some 
reason we could not get into the spirit 
of the thing, so we sat unmoved and 
even a trifle bored as Mr. Barrymore 
and his leading lady, Camilla Horn, 
walked right smack into the middle of 
an avalanche. 


In this film Mr. Barrymore follows 
the adenoid school of acting and keeps 
his mouth open during most of the 
evening. Just why John goes around 
with his chin hanging loose is inex- 
plainable unless he had a bad cold 
and couldn’t breathe through his nose. 
The effect is more unattractive. 


The best feature of the picture is 
the photography which includes some 
excellent mountain scenes. Miss Ca- 
milla Horn also contributes pictorial 
quality with her striking blond 
beauty, and one shot which shows her 
face peering through a window pane is 
as lovely a thing as we have seen in 
a long time. 

Mona Rica 1s convincing as the 
vamp of the Swiss village, and Hobart 
Bosworth plays up to his usual re- 
liable form as the village priest. 

Considered in its entirety, “Eternal 
Love” is not entertaining enough to 
merit your patronage. 
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ANADA~ 


an Old World 
Near at Hand 


H™ could you guess that a short trainjourney would 
take you to a land where the horse is still king, 
and the big family dog lends a paw to the family work? 


It is there to the north, 
where the great St. Law- 
rence sweeps beyond the 
rampart City of Quebec, to 
meet the Laurentian Moun- 
tains at the mouth of the 
mysterious Saguenay. Land 
of vivid, warm sunshine; of 
quaint, gabled cottages, 
pink, blue and yellow; of 
homespun-clad habitants, 
living theirquiet, happy lives 
as they didcenturies gone by. 


You will enjoy visiting this 
vacation paradise, espec- 
ially so when you travel 
upon the fast, luxurious 
vessels of the largest and 
oldest fresh water trans- 
portation company in the 
world. You will have an 
opportunity to stop over in 
Montreal, the metropolis of 
Canada, and at Quebec, 
the only walled city north 
of Mexico. 


IMPORTANT: Our ships sail from the head of the Great Lakes down 
the St. Lawrence River, through the Saguenay Canyon, nearly 2000 miles of 
beauty and grandeur. The river varies from roaring rapids to a vast 
expanse of blue water 18 miles wide. Steamers may be boarded at 
Lewiston, Rochester, Duluth or Detroit in the U.S.A., or at Queens. 
ton, Toronto, Montreal or Quebec in Canada. 


Send for illustrated Booklet, Map and Guide. 
For fullinformation, rates and reservations, apply 


CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES 


715 VICTORIA SQUARE 


- = MONTREAL 
SoM 


Agents in the Principal Cities of the United States and Canada, or your own Tourist Agent 





that you wish them 
to have only the best. 


The Finest Sparkling Table Water 
in the World 


Sole Importers: Apollinaris Agency Co. 
Fifth Avenue at 42nd Street, New York 











“New Yorks very best” 


The Padison 


Hotel and Restaurant 


Suites Now Leasing 
Immediate Occupancy 


MADISON AVENUE 
At Fifty-Eighth Street 
NEW YORK CITY 
a 
THEODORE TITZE 
Managing Director 


Telephone Cable Address 
REGENT 4000 MADISOTEL 


This adv. suggested by Ed Donovan, 611 E. 78th St., N. Y. 


If you have a new and original idea, send it 
tous and if acceptable we will pay $100.00 


—and it is just as unsafe to use 
inflammable Cleaning Fluids 


demand- 


CARBONA 


Cleaning Fluid 
CANNOT BURN 


_CANNOT EXPLODE 


absolutely safe!- 


Removes Grease Spots 
Without Iajury ts Fabric or Color 
Does it Quickly and Easily 


2.0 BOTTLES Ata pruc STORES 


Carbona Products Co., 302-304 West 26th Street, New York 








The “Choose-Your-Own 
Book-Each-Month-Club” 


is based upon the theory that those 
who are intelligent enough to read good 
books, have sufficient brains to pick 
them out themselves. If you belong to 
this group, we should like to send you 
fall particulars and our catalog FREE. 
We supply any book in print.Let us quote you. 


N. Y. Publishing Co., Dept.35E 25 Dominick St., New York 




















Golfers! 


Watch for next week's 
cover of 


LIFE! 














F-QO- 


Shoot ’em in a long, straight line 
down the fairway—off Reddy Tees. 
It’s easier, better driving when you 
use a Reddy. Sets the ball just 
right for a healthy smack. Why 
waste time and spoil your grip with 
wet, sticky sand? A 

Reddy’s quick and sure 

and clean. 


The 


) REDDY TEE 


Buy from your “Pro” 


R-E! 














Larchmont, New York 
Dear Lire: 

Now far be it from me to be one of 
those boring people who go through 
life hunting out typographical errors 
in magazines and then telling the edi- 
tors about them. But, merely for the 
sake of curiosity, why, oh why, did 
you ruin a perfectly marvelous drawing 
by putting “Le Main ve Drev” un- 
derneath? Don’t misunderstand me— 
I think the idea is grand, but couldn’t 
you have put a feminine article in 
front of “Main?” 

—Margaret Hockford. 

Editorial Note—Yes, we could have, 
but we didn't! 


Dear Lire: 

I notice that you always print in 
your correspondence column letters 
from people saying they like this, and 
you were just going on the rocks but 
recovered and that so-and-so’s articles 
are fine. 

Why don’t you print some of the 
bum ones? 

—Stanley Kaufman. 


St. Augustine, Florida 
Dear Lire: 

Your weekly has been coming into 
our home for several years and is still 
welcome—but I want to call your at- 
tention to one of the grandest oppor- 
tunities you have to help make us a 
better Nation, which you not only 
neglect but actually seem to throw 
your influence in the opposite side of 
the scale. 

I mean on the matter of Prohibi- 
tion. It may be an unfair Law and 
one that we feel curtails our liberty 
etc., etc—but it is the Law and to 
continually ridicule all attempts to en- 
force it, and make fun of its violation, 
places you (morally) as a partner with 
the bootlegger, the master criminal of 
this Age. 

Taking this stand, as Hoover points 
out, places you in the list of Law 
breakers and sympathizer with Law 
breakers, and you would have no more 
complaint against me legally, if I broke 
into your home and robbed you, with 
violence, than I have against you for 
aiding and abetting the liquor inter- 
ests in your Magazine. 

Your paper has a very wide cit- 
culation and you are responsible for 
its influence. If you favor booze, im- 
morality, etc., please let me know and 
strike my name off your subscription 
list. I don’t want my family corrupted 
by the sentiments that continually have 
a very prominent place in your paper. 

—Robert L. Ranson. 
THe PENTON PREss Co., CLEVELAND 











Only where talent and indus- 
try are rewarded, can the 
highest standard of quality 
craftsmanship be maintained 











Packard men are carefully chosen. 
Their native skill is enhanced by 


Packard training. Inspection is rigid, 
but supervision is friendly and help- 
ful. Initiative is fostered—aptitude 
rewarded. Merit may be sure of 
recognition. 


The human element is all-important. 
No other factor —design, engineer- 
ing, methods or materials —over- 
shadows craftsmanship in its con- 
tribution to Packard quality. 


ASK THE MAN 


~~ = 8 BF tee 


_~ 


And so at Packard there has been de- 
veloped an organization of automo- 
bile artisans, schooled to one standard 
of quality workmanship—the highest. 


Thousands of Packard craftsmen 
have been at their duties for five and 
more years—hundreds upwards of a 
decade. Their loyal and intelligent 
co-operation has helped measurably 
to build Packard’s priceless reputa- 
tion for outstanding leadership in 
the fine car field. 


WHO OWNS ONE 








Ihe 
high -sign 


ol refreshment . 


OU never need go far or wait long! 

Look up, and you'll catch the high-sign 
of refreshment —a red flash to stop for a 
minute, pause for an ice-cold Coca-Cola, and 
be off with all the pep and pick-up of a sport 
roadster. ~w w w In answer to the signal, 
all men show their friendly, sociable side. 
Everybody thinks alike about an ice- 


cold Coca-Cola. The care with which ) 


C 


The Coca-Cola Company, Atlanta, Gas 
it is prepared makes it pure as sunlight. The 
wholesome zest of its tingling, delicious taste 
and cool after-sense of refreshment makes 


a little minute long enough for a big rest. 


THE BEST SERVED DRINK IN THE WORLD 


A pure drink of natural flavors served ice-cold in its own 
bottle—the distinctive Coca-Cola bottle. Every bottle is ster- 


ilized, filled and sealed airtight by automatic 


oVER machines, without the touch of human hands— 


insuring purity and wholesomeness. 


{T HAD TO BE GOOD NitLLION TO GET WHERE IT IS 
A DAY. 





